But just to keep them privily and still
Till I your purpose knew and all your will."

When she heard this, she swooned and down did fall
For pitiful joy, and after her swooning
Both her young children to her did she call,
And in her arms, full piteously weeping,
Embraced them, and all tenderly kissing,
As any mother would, with many a tear
She bathed their faces and their sunny hair.

Oh, what a pitiful thing it was to see

Her swooning, and her humble voice to hear!

"Thanks, lord, that I may thank you now," said she,

'That you have saved to me my children dear!

Now I am ready for my death right here;

Since I stand in your love and in your grace,

Death matters not, nor what my soul may facet

"O young, O dear, O tender children mine,
Your woeful mother thought for long, truly,
That cruel hounds, or birds, or foul vermin
Had eaten you; but God, of His mercy,
And your good father, all so tenderly,
Have kept you safely." And in swoon profound
Suddenly there she fell upon the ground.

And in her swoon so forcefully held she

Her children two, whom she'd had in embrace,

That it was hard from her to set them free,

Her arms about them gently to unlace.

Oh, many a tear on many a pitying face

Ran down, of those were standing there beside;

Scarcely, for sympathy, could they abide.

But Walter cheered her till her sorrow fled;
And she rose up, abashed, out of her trance;
All praised her now, and joyous words they said,
Till she regained her wonted countenance.
Walter so honoured her by word and glance
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